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We love Kansas City. We love Kansas City so much that we're 
launching a new zine to explore the reasons why we love this 
city, while at the same time being open about the problems 
and challenges within our community. We want this publica- 
tion to be more than just the opinions of a few people, so 
we encourage readers to contribute and get involved in the 
ongoing dialogue that this zine will foster. How do you feel 
about living and working here? Are you excited about the work 
a grassroots group is doing? What issues need greater atten- 
tion? Know of a scenic bike route to share? Know of any deli- 
cious recipes we can make from locally grown foods or native 
weeds? What part of Kansas City's history interests you? We 
live in an interesting city that has many interesting facets 
and has much potential to be a better place for all of its 
residents. It's a place that perhaps becomes richer once we 
begin exploring it through the eyes, ears, and voices of our 
fellow residents. 



There are many things to love about Kansas City, such as its 
vibrant arts community, its growing urban farming movement, 
an exciting indie music scene, friendliness, interesting 
alternative culture, DIY projects, beautiful neighborhoods, 
the sprawling park system, dozens of farmers markets, local 
cuisine, and much more. But while we love Kansas City, we also 
know it needs much improvement. Kansas City is one of the 
most segregated cities in the U.S. We have a economically 
deprived education system with well-funded schools on one 
side of the state line and empty schools on the other. Seg- 
regated and economically deprived neighborhoods face more 
gun violence than the cozier locations in town. Violence 
against trans people is prevalent while GLBT identified per- 
sons continue to face discrimination. Through our zine, we 
want to celebrate our unique talents and individual voices 
as fellow residents sharing the benefits and challenges of 
living in this city together. 

There are several ways you can share your voice with this 
project. Write an article, poem, essay, or mini-fiction piece. 
Contribute a cartoon, photographs, or art. Join our editorial 
team. Help us distribute the zine to new people and places. 
Propose a collaborative venture or community project. Just 
get in touch and we'll tell you what we need help with or 
will gladly hear out your proposal. Through our zine, we want 
to celebrate our unique voices, talents, and resources as 
fellow residents sharing similar challenges and benefits that 
come from living in our city. 

In this issue we have a wide range of material: a look inside 
the annual Troost Festival, an overview of local fashion, a 
poem about the prairie, zine reviews, a tour of restaurants 
on Independence Avenue, reviews and opinions about the DIY 
music scene, an article about navigating the challenges of 
KC's free healthcare system, and much more! 

Lastly, we'd like to extend special thanks to Darryl Woods 
for providing funds that made it possible to print our first 
issue. Special thanks also go out to those who purchased 
the first issue of Undercurrent. Your donation pays for the 
printing costs of future issues, a modest honorarium for our 
cover artist, and free copies that are distributed to the 
public (left in coffee shops and random locations throughout 
the city) . Everything else has been made possible through 
a labour of love by the project team, volunteers, and issue 
contributors . You can find out more information about these 
people in the bio section of our zine. 



— The Undercurrent Staff 



In early April, in another local election with poor turnout, some Kansas City 
voters defeated the Question 3 ballot measure which sought to limit city spend- 
ing on anything involving production of nuclear bombs at the new Kansas 
City Plant being built in south Kansas City, Missouri. The ballot measure was 
spearheaded by local peace and anti-nuke activists. Opponents raised $90,000 
to oppose the measure, with help from the Civic Council, Kansas City South- 
ern Railway, Burns and McDonnell, J.E. Dunn Construction, and Honeywell. 
Opponents included companies that are directly involved in building the new 
facility. The Civic Council is an unelected club consisting of rich Kansas Citians 
and the local political class. The Council traditionally is pro-business and sets 
the agenda for city government supported projects like the Sprint Center and 
the Power and Light District. 

Most Kansas Citians are unaware of the role the city plays in the construction 
of the U.S. nuclear arsenal, that system of weapons of mass destruction which 
has threatened the world since the 1940s. In 1949, the Kansas City Plant was 
established at the Bannister Federal Complex in south Kansas City to build 
non-nuclear components for nuclear weapons. These components include ma- 
chined, engineered and electronic parts for nuclear bombs. 

The new facility for the Kansas City Plant has been under construction near 
Grandview, Missouri, just north of the former Richards-Gebaur Air Force Base. 
This facility will enable the U.S. government to continue production of non- 
nuclear components for its arsenal of weapons of mass destruction. The facility 
is estimated to cost around $673 million. 

The new facility has been touted as important for creating new jobs for the com- 
munity and being a LEED-certified energy efficient facility. The government 
and its supporters justify the construction of the plant as being critical for the 
modernization of the U.S. nuclear arsenal (explained in Alicia Dressman's piece 
in this issue). But it is clear that nuclear weapons are immoral weapons of mass 
destruction. There are many ways to create jobs for the community without 
enabling a system of bombs that are designed to kill millions of workers. An eco- 
friendly nuke plant is also an oxymoron, given how badly the materials procure- 
ment system for the bomb materials harms the environment. Not to mention the 
ecological catastrophe that would be spread across the planet if these weapons 
were ever used, most likely accidentally. 

-- Chuck Munson 
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Of Aging and Unreliable Doctrine 



In April 2010, the Obama Administration issued the 
Nuclear Posture Review (NPR), a doctrine which estab- 
lishes a paradoxical methodology for disarmament. The 
administration would persevere for a nuclear weapons 
free world through "stockpile modernization," main- 
taining a safe and effective stockpile, and all three 
legs of the nuclear triad, warheads deployed at sea, 
on land and in the air. In the three fiscal cycles since 
the Prague Spring (1968), America's nuclear weapons 
complex — the National Nuclear Security Administration- 
-has used stockpile modernization to enable warheads 
with new capabilities under the premise of repairing 
aging components to ensure a reliable military deter- 
rent. Nuclear stockpile modernization has delivered 
such inventions as selectable height of burst for the 
sea-based warhead, the W-76, and a guided tail fin for 
the bomber-deployed warhead, B61. The NPR has truly 
shepherded the nuke complex; despite Obama 's rhetoric 
and a crushing recession, the stockpile remains rein- 
forced against Congress. 

In April, during the tumult of sequester and automatic 
cuts to federal agencies, the NNSA submitted a budget 
request for Fiscal Year 2014 of $7.87 billion for weap- 
ons activities. This was after a year which witnessed a 
host of ills at weapons labs including poor contractor 
performance, security breaches and ballooning project 
costs. But there is every reason to believe appropria- 
tion bills in autumn will reflect a similar figure as the 
request. To understand such an offhand projection is to 
know intuitively how the NNSA is extremely resourceful 
at finding funding for its programs. 

If the NNSA budget hits roadblocks in the Senate, the 
most populated by leadership critical of the complex, 
there are havens for certain programs, such as the sea- 



based W88 warhead, within the Pentagon budget for 
ballistic missiles. In the construction of the Kansas 
City Plant, the NNSA has made efficiencies in forging a 
private-public partnership. The Kansas City Plant is 
the first facility in the complex to leverage prop- 
erty tax abatements reserved for blighted properties 
to render a new facility for the production of nuclear 
weapons components. Finally, the agency has limited 
reprogramming authority, which gives the agency the 
ability to transfer funds from one project to another 
without approval of Congress. The NNSA is redoubtably 
adept at self-preservation but its underlying mission 
is to secure a deterrent designed to challenge the 
Soviet Union. There is hope for weakening the role of 
the nuclear deterrent in administration policy by ob- 
serving the size and capabilities of the stockpile are 
asymmetrical to threats posed by modern warfare. 

The response of the United States to North Korea's 
missile test, which featured a B-2 flyover and rein- 
vigorating West Coast missile defense, is evidence our 
adversaries command the attention of the U.S. with a 
conventional deterrent alone. The United States de- 
ploys warheads at sea, land and in the air. If North 
Korea were to launch a turnip across the Demilitarized 
Zone, it would be an act of self-annihilation. There- 
fore, sustaining the nuclear triad is not a priority 
for national security. NPR doctrine is aging and unre- 
liable, it needs to be modernized with new policies and 
perspectives for defending the United States against 
adversaries of this century. 



— Alicia Dressman, May 2, 2013 



The Poem About The Car With All Those Dolls On It 



handicap spaced in front of bookstores 

displaying obsession most would keep 

in the basement of self 

left to cling on 

bare swinging filaments 

but your little pieces planted over the years 
multiplying through impulse pollenation 
are for the casual glance 

these foraged self definitions 
saved to sort 

to qualify in next years harvest 
the expanding village 
piling up your rear widow 

chattering small town talk with every pothole 
keeping watch 

with scripture verse and doll eyes 

your factory gray panels channeling creeks of rust 

on the outskirts 

of your crowded little garden 

-J. P. McNamara 




(photo by Kimmy deVries; drawing of McNamara by C.L. File.) 



It Takes a Village 

w by Kevin Bryce 

At first glance the Troost Festival seems strange. It's not 
like festivals modern culture regularly exhibits with one 
demographic of people who share a specific interest like hip- 
pies listening to reggae , or kids at a carnival , or filmmakers 
watching movies. The word for Troost Fest is hodgepodge. 

The mission states , "The Troost Festivals are dedicated to 
celebrating the diversity of the Troost community. It is by 
recognizing our collective cultures and learning to draw out 
the best and let go of the worst , a new culture emerges that 
transcends what any of us could be merely on our own. We 
really become better together." 

Every Thursday evening in a large dining hall-like space at 
31st and Troost , a group of dozen people gather together to 
discuss the practicalities of putting on a Festival , and the 
philosophies of creating an intentional "village" in the one- 
mile radius surrounding the corner in which they meet. 

"We're not here to talk about one day," says Father David 
Altschul, an Orthodox Priest sporting a long white beard and 
black robe, who facilitates the group, "We're hear to talk 
about 365 days." 

The group embraces a unique theory of chaos, which isn't 
quite as "chaotic" as it sounds. 



"It is not that there is no order, but that it simply cannot 



be predicted," says Fred Culver , a retired professor who 
calls himself a "mystical anarchist". 

"There is order , " Culver re-affirms , "but it is unpredictable." 

At face value it sounds idealistic and unapproachable to the 
"normal" everyday visitor who participates in the festival , 
but the Chaos Theory works. Troost Fest exhibits the incred- 
ible diversity from the surrounding area. Within a matter of 
an hour one can listen to a hip-hop DJ, a young punk band, 
and then have their face painted and ride a horse. 

This year marked the 9th year for the festival and it's the 
biggest year yet with over 40 groups putting on activities, 
25 performing art groups, and hundreds of neighbors gathering 
together for a bbq, to share seedlings, or discuss business 
alternatives on Troost. 

"The agenda of the festival is neighbors celebrating neigh- 
bors," says Culver, "We're here to empower the community. 
True leadership does not impose but involves." 

Sitting around the room discussing final logistics for the 
Troost party are middle class business people, religious 
pioneers, anarchist philosophers, homeless poets, single 
moms, grass roots do — gooders, practical developers, and 
has-been hippies — it works 1 

"A quote we are deeply inspired by is by Margaret Mead," 
says Culver, "Never doubt that a small group of thoughtful 
committed citizens can change the world. Indeed it is the 
only thing that ever has." 




Some people tell me Kansas City will never be a town for cyclists. "Not bike friendly" 
"Too dangerous." "Too hilly." "Too hot/cold/humid/snowy." 

The Kansas City they describe is not the Kansas City I know. 

I got to know Kansas City from behind tired eyes and beneath tired legs, not from behind 
a pane of glass. I got to know her on my sweaty, sunburned skin and on greasy helmet 
hair. I got to know her for the smell of BBQand doughnuts in the morning, and car ex- 
haust and melting asphalt at dusk. I know her by the potholes in Midtown, the climb up 
Main Street, debris-ridden routes through the West Bottoms and riding from one end of 
Grand to the other. Kansas City made me suffer in so many ways and I love her for it. 

So many streets I bike down are saturated with memories. I pass Pancho's and think of 
a bike-mounted kiss at 3 a.m. in the drive-thru. I pedal down Westport Road and think of 
a muggy summer night a random cyclist invited a friend and me back to his place for beers. 
I pass the taquerias along Southwest Boulevard and think of a nighttime ride I took with 
an old friend. 



I have learned so much from this city. I've learned to enjoy the hills, both the challenge 
of the climb and the reward of the descent. I've learned to ignore the catcalls and aggres- 
sive drivers who try to scare and intimidate. I've learned that a cold shower after biking in 
100-degree weather is one of the simplest, yet greatest things in the world. I've learned 
that though biking doesn't make everything better, it gives one time to realize that not 
everything is wrong. 

It can get lonely on the streets: a cyclist in a steady stream of cars. I wish more people 
felt empowered to ride, not skeptical or afraid. I wish they knew what it's like to wave at a 
fellow cyclist and feel an instant surge of camaraderie. I wish everyone knew what it feels 
like to ride up Quality Hill and spend an hour letting the mind wander as the trains go by. 

I wish people had gotten to know Kansas City as I have, as someone enthralled by her 
and challenged by her. If they had, they'd probably appreciate her a whole lot more. 



FOOD 
ADVENTURES IN 
THE HISTORIC 
NORTHEAST 

Written toy Bobby Myers 
Pholos by Matthew Gom^les 

Kansas City is a city of dividing 
lines. Troost Avenue separates us by 
race and socioeconomic status. A 
river creates a feeling of two cities 
within one, A stace line complicates 
things even further. That said , even the 
casual observer can see the diversity 
in Kansas City's Historic Northeast, 
Grand, historic mansions, humble 
work] ng-cla ss bungalows, bl igh ted 
properties, heavy industry, and ethnic 
enclaves all exist side -by- side, 

Someti mes I ndependence 

Avenue gets a bad rap, Just do a 
google search, The first auto-complete 
is 'Independence Avenue Kansas 
City', The second is 'Independence 
Avenue Prostitutes', The fourth is 
Independence Avenue K 5 lie r\ Things 
have changed quite a bit. Some would 
chalk it up to gentrific;iti<>n_ 



However, Tfrr Hnml&QDi of Crime 
Correlates ' tells, us that unEike studies 
outside the US* the majority of studies 
in the US have found lower crime 
rates among immigrants than among 
no n -immigrants. Northeast Kansas 
City has a large African immigrant 
population. Once blighted properties 
on Lexington and St. John Avenues, 
are now vibrant businesses, and 
Independence Avenue itself is filled 
bo the brim with Latin American 
restaurants and grocers. 'Ihis makes 
die Historic Northeast a yummy place 
to visit. Here are a few commendable 
places to try for anyone interested in a 
culinary adventure: 

TOWFIQ RESTAURANT 

2202 Lexington Ave 
Kansas City, MO 64124 

Towfiq is a Somali restaurant 
located near the corner of Lexington 
and Brooklyn in the beautiful 
Pendleton Heights neighborhood. 
This corner has become something 
of a downtown for the neighborhood 
African population, *Ihcre is a menu 
that otters a variety of African and 
American options — everything 

U'nghL: 2009: AudemiL- fa« 



from curries to alfrcdo spaghetti — 
but their signature dish h which was 
recommended by the friendly man 
behind the counter, was precooked 
and sitting beneath a heat lamp. Dutu 
let that deter you, because the goat was 
tender, juicy, and amazingly spiced. 
Goat is often a rather tough and chewy 
meat. Curried potatoes went well with 
the perfectly cooked rice. The dish was 
served with a side salad topped with 
a heap of intensely spicy green sauce, 

SAEOR CENTRO 
AMERICANO 

2661 Independence BJvd 
Kansas City. MO 64 124 

Situated on the southwest corner 
of Independence Boulevard and 
Chestnut Trafficway, across from the 
beautiful MayTair Cleaners, is Sabor 
Centro Americano, Rather than 
the typical Mexican fare, they offer 
Honduran cuisine. Their signature 
dish is the pupusa, which is akin to a 
pancake, yet stuffed with your choice 
of cheese, pork, or c hie fw miics. 
Obviously, I chose all three. These 
are fantastic They also have what is 
possibly the best pork al pastor torta 
I have tried. Thin particular pork al 
pastor is now the benchmark by which 
all other pork al pastors are judged , 

TACO EXPRESS 

6520 Independence Ave 
Kansas City. MO 64 125 

Feel like a hard-shell taco 
slathered with enough cheese to feed 
a bear? Sorry, this is not your place. 
These are traditional street tacos. Real, 
house -made corn tortillas are topped 
with meat or beans, onions, cilantro, 



and finished off with a delicious 
salsa from the salsa bar* An intense* 
spicy avocado sauce was particularly 
notable. Their protein options arc 
in any: marinated pork al pastor, pulled 
pork carnitas, chicken, steak, tongue „ 
beans, cabe^a (cow cheek), chorr/o,. 
buche (stomach), and probably more 
The texture of tongue tacos had put 
me off in the past, but they were one 
of my favorites of the meat options at 
Taco Kyprcss, These are the best street 
tacos Fvc ever had. 

ELTORITOIII 

6PO0 Independence Ave. 
Kansas City, MO 64125 

If you're the cook at home type p 
or you just want to grab a dollar taco 
(or two or four) without the hassle of 
a restaurant, chis little bull has what 
you need- I stopped in here one day 
on a whim to get some meat, and I 
found that I did not need a separate 
supermarket trip for the rest of my 
groceries. The camiceria counter 
bustled with life, offering a wide array 
of meat options, many unfamiliar 
to me. I ended up grabbing some 
chorizo. The produce was phenomenal- 
Peppers were as spicy as they should 
be. Mangos were even sweeter than 
one would expect, They have daily 
fresh-baked pan dulec, including- 
swect potato em panadas, and I must 
reiterate: very cheap tacos. 




Old Hyde Park 



She's got dynamic boom bass 
trepidation, bumping, tweaking 

blinged out with suspended dynamite feather conductors 
and truck nuts 

lyrical scenes straight ahead 
fading, architecture and lovely 
strange pockets of ugly 
and pretty in-betweens 

watch out 
potholes 

black and yellow 

like a sinister disco seance 

cloaked in dismal robes 

beware 

while I trip into 

beer stained parking lot 

puddles and murder allies 

laborious passion chokes 

the plumed sails that were once so blue 

heavy are her windstorms 

forceful, palpable and mean 

with mad piano fingers 

thundered rain stabs 

the beaming obtrusion 

of cycloptic helicopters 

But don't gaze too long 

into sad black velvet painting eyes 

because the beats 'round here repeat 

like a bleating billy goat 

echos in your throat 

reminiscent of picking lavender flowers 
in a whiskey sour dream. 



— C. L. File 



Meat Purse 



Inside the booze soaked 

womb of We st port 

the night had progressed 

with chatter filled leisure 

full of crude pleasantries 

and curses exchanged 

while weaving 

in and out between 

emboldened bodies 

all assholes and elbows 

hugs and high fives 

revelries of rakish displays 

and crowing languages 

borne out of present 

amusement sped up 

to a near vomitus blur 

then someone suggested 

a quick little stroll 

to the nearest food truck 

in hopes to throttle 

the maniacal motion 

of immediate satisfaction 

a quaint liquid distraction 

which inevitably resulted 

to the very next morning 

waking up to find 

crumbles of 

salsa soaked 

meat in my purse. 



— C. L. File 



Prairie People 



We are of the golden prairie 

We stand tall and yield when needed, yet are 

steadfast 

We stand next to one another, to hold each 
other up 

We are simplistic and don't require much to 
prosper, thus we are plentiful and content 
We reflect the sun and weather all seasons 
We are always here and slow to change, thus 
we are steady and assured 

We value what is golden, as in the golden 

rule, what is true and community 

We are dedicated and practical 

We nurture what we have for we have proven it 

yields when doing so 

We harvest what is golden 

— Susanna B 




II wen I to Kansas City on a Friday| 
iBy Saturday I learned a Ihin^ or iwo| 
|BiiL up 'til then I didn't have an ideef 

H what (In 1 rrmdVn world was cnrnin 1 In. 
If counted twenty gas buggies go in' by Hieirselvesj 
Almost every time I took a \valk| 
|An r then I put my ear tn a bell telvpliuneL 
lAn' a strange woman st- iirtrti inln l.tlk.^ ^^^^^^ 
What next! What nexti 



<1 



I 



I Everything's up lu dale in Kansas City 
|They gone about as tw as they can go 
|Thcy went an 1 built a skyscraper seven stories higl 
ibont as higli as a bnildj]] 1 orla grow, 
• en tiling's like a drearn in Kansas, City] 
Ill's belter than u magic lantern shnw + 
■mi can turn the rati ia lor on whenever yon waul some J real 
r ilh every kind of comfort every house is all complete* 
You could walk the privecs in the rain and never wet your feet! 

iTiey'v* gone about as fer as they can go/ 
'hey've goiica b owt as fa r as I hey can 

(Ririuinl Rodgiera / Qsear HiaiajertteiB. II) 



Artist-led Engagement at the Walnut Place Laundromats 

Social Practice Art in Kansas City 

by Stephanie Iser 

(photos by Sean Starowitz) 



When I learned that artist Jose Faus was 
collaborating with others to host a series 
of public engagement conversations at the 
Walnut Place Laundromat, I was intrigued. 
Being formerly involved with neighborhood 
community activist projects, I was curious 
about the ways in which artists interact 
with the community Can artists help us 
better understand and navigate commu- 
nity issues? What kinds of things can be 
done with information that artists gather in 
public conversations? These curiosities led 
me to attend "Token Conversations: Social 
Practice at the Laundromat." 

The Experience of Being Engaged 

Upon walking into the Walnut Place Laun- 
dromat to observe "Token Conversations" 
in action, I immediately felt in touch with 
my insecurities. I wasn't sure what to do 
with myself and what the requirement 
might be in order to observe and partici- 
pate in this event. I saw Jose sitting on a 
patio-like platform, surrounded by chairs 
in a space that would normally be used to 
pass time and watch television while wait- 
ing for clothes to dry and wash cycles to 
end. In the center of this carpeted patio, 
Jose was engaged in discussion with a man 
whom I later learned to be the owner of 
the Walnut Place Laundromat. I looked to 
the back of the room and saw artists Sean 
Starowitz and Christian L. Frock folding 
silkscreened t-shirts fresh out of the dryer, 
which I learned would be given away dur- 
ing the culminating event of this artist-led 
discussion series. The t-shirts, I learned, 
were selected from thrift stores by Christian 
and Sean and then screen-printed with the 
words "I had a Token Conversation at an 
Invisible Venue". Some of the T-shirts were 
subversive in nature, because the Token 
Conversation stamp made its mark on 
shirts that would in their unmarked con- 



dition represent corporations, sports teams 
and various patriotic themes. 

I settled into the environment and started 
a load of laundry. Washing clothes is a 
requirement in order to participate in these 
artist-led events held at the Walnut Place 
Laundromat, which are part of a larger 
curated series by Sean Starowitz called 
"By Product: The Laundromat." Electronic 
invitations to musical performances, artist- 
led workshops, and related cultural events 
give reminder to bring dirty laundry in 
order to reserve a seat. This requirement 
gives me good faith that the business owner 
receives benefits for lending his space to 
artists for these experiments in community 
practice. 

While waiting to visit with Jose, I met with 
Christian to learn more about her role in 
the project. Christian's project, Invisible 
Venue, works with artists to present con- 
temporary art in unexpected settings. She 
was invited to collaborate with an artist to 
bring an Invisible Venue project to the Wal- 
nut Place Laundromat; she selected local 
artist Jose Faus to partner in collaboration. 
They worked out project logistics while 
Jose took the facilitating role in leading and 
recording conversations. I learned that Jose 
planned to create a poem, document, 
or artistic expression to represent the 
conversation. 

Soon it was my turn to be interviewed by 
Jose. He asked me some questions about 
the zine project I was working on. I felt shy, 
and a bit embarrassed about what I could 
be revealing about myself. I confessed that I 
didn't have a great love for Kansas City and 
that part of my reason for starting a Kansas 
City zine was to further explore the possi- 
bilities of it becoming a welcoming home. 



I felt as if my dirty laundry was being aired 
in many ways, although I admit that I carry 
a lot of insecurity that makes things seem 
more intense. 

Jose interviewed several people throughout 
the week about similar topics of interest, 
including some personal histories and more 
general topics. A "laundry list" of discus- 
sion items was available for discussion, 
including "Gun Violence, Homosexuality, 
Women's Rights, the Role of the Artist in 
the Community and the Prison System." 
The final night of this series culminated 
with an artist-led community discussion 
that opened with an invitation to talk about 
anything that was on our minds. I observed 
that most of the people present for this final 
conversation were local artists. Many of 
them brought thoughtful comments based 
on studies of influential books, movies, and 
their individual practices. As an outsider 
who didn't feel connected to the artist 
community, I felt intimidated and preferred 
to listen rather than speak. I found myself 
writing down names of documentaries, 
artists, and books that were related to our 
conversations. 

The culminating discussion proposed the 
possibility that social engagement is an art, 



and that certain techniques can be culti- 
vated in order to refine the art of social 
engagement. The fact that the discussion 
leader could potentially get a desired affect 
suggests the possibility of influence and 
controlled outcome. Perhaps we should 
ask ourselves when being led in conversa- 
tion, what is the desired outcome? Are we 
just having a conversation here? And what 
are the benefits of the conversation hap- 
pening in a certain way? This was some- 
what addressed in the culminating event 
discussion, when we dialogued about the 
artist role in the community. People dis- 
cussed the short-comings of social practice 
to solve world problems. Additionally, the 
name of the event, "Token Conversa- 
tions" implies that "tokenized" nature of 
using people to create art through curated 
conversations. 

Despite the intimidation I felt about being 
in touch with my own dirty laundry, I found 
the experience to be worthwhile. It offered 
me social enrichment and a chance to 
get outside of my comfort zone to see 
issues of concern through other people's 
experiences. I could similarly recommend 
that you attend a weekly Troost Village 
discussion about inner-city village-making, 
a community forum at All Souls Unitarian 



Laundry list of topics avail- 
able for discussion during 

Token Conversations' 

The Role of the Artist in the Community * Artist as Facilitator of Public Dialog 
Violence * Financial Crisis • War * Housing Market * Oil Crisis * Oil Spill * Foreign 
Interests * Job Insecurity * GMOs * Health Insurance * Racism • Childcare 
Healthcare - Women 1 *! Rights ■ Efjual Rights ■ Drones ■ International Relations 
Currency ■ White House ■ Obama * Education Crisis * Environmental Crisis 
Money * Cost of Living * Arts Funding * Spoken Word vs Page Poets * Fine Art vs 
Craft * Craftsmanship * Disappearing Middle Class * Organic Organizing ■ Self- 
organizing * Synergy * The Art of Laundering * Money Laundering * Drugs * The 
Saquwter - The Current Situation * At Risk Youth ■ Think Locally Act Globally 
Climate Change * Minimum Wage * Social Security * National Debt * Foreign 
Labor * Foreign Drilling * Homelessness * Home * Hunger * The Legal System 
The PoHce « The Prison System • War • Contemporary Art ■ Theft * Cuts ■ Bailouts 
Buyouts - Sellouts - Religion * Homosexuality ■ Evolution ■ Revolution ■ Lies 
Commerce * Public Art * Tourism * Revenue * Facebook * Social Media * Twitter 
WikiLeaks * DNA - Gaming - Technology * Computers - Childbirth - Women's 
Health * Men's Health * Hell * Cancer * Cosmetic Surgery * Botox ■ Body Image 
Body Fat * Foreign Manufacturing * Soda Industry * Fast Food * Processed Food 
Sugar * Health Food « Aging • Birth • Death * Artist as Witness • Artist as Peace 
Officer • Artist as Educator * Artist as Innovator * History * The Future * The City 
The Suburbs - Poverty - Wealth - Economic Crimes * Piracy * FBI * CIA - Iraq 
Private Security ■ Crimes Against Humanity * God * Historic Narr.itivn ■ Emotional 
Assets * Financial Assets * CNN * Humanitarian Gestures * Hurricane Sandy 
Hurricane Katrine * FEMA * Artistic Gestures • Permanent vs Temporary Public 
Art * Auto Industry * History * The Future * Space Exploration * Synergy 
Extinction * Life * Afterlife * e -commerce - Smart Phones * Public School * Public 
Health * Public Property ■ Public Space - Privacy - Culture ■ Landscape ■ Clean 
Air * Travel * TSA • Euro * Yen * Foreign Oil * Fornign Investors • Philosophy 
Struggle * Scarcity * Survival * Food Prices * Hedge Funds * Big Banks * The 
Media * Unsocial media ■ Dirty Wars ■ Newspapers ■ Vision * Entrepreneur ism 
Invention * Destruction * Intervention ■ Authority * Austerity * NGOs * Postal 
Service - The Republicans - The Democrats * The Libertarians - The GOP 
Justice - Torture - Surveillance - Power - Terrorism * Tactics - GuanLanamo Bay 
Informants ■ National Secrets * Conspiracies • Political Theory * Political Protests 
Gun Violence * Newtown * Oak Creek * Columbine ■ Virginia Tech 4 Aurora 
Psychosis * Mental Health * Suicide > Addiction p Redemption ■ Medical Care 
Pharmaceuticals * Medical Marijuana * Sex * The Vatican * Political Art * Fee 
Hikes * Furloughs - Occupiers ■ Settlers - Semantics - Schemes - Family Secrets 
Community • Bullying ■ AIDS ■ Gangs * Testing ■ Ancient Medicine ■ Agriculture 
Organic vs Engineered ■ Gluten • Processed Food * Fast Fgod * Farms * Labor 
Tokenism ■ Affirmative Action * Strangers * Illegal Immigrants * Foreigners 
Immigration * The Constitution * Equal Opportunities * Marriage Equality * Lave 
Life * Fertility * Babies * Children * Middle Age * OEd Age * New Age * Internet Age 
Dirty Laundry - Political Engagement - Ideas * Taken Conversations - And Others 
Jose Fausr Token Conversations ■ Byproduct: Laundromat ■ KC - Invisible Venue 



Universalist Church or other religious 
groups, or a book club meeting at your lo- 
cal library. These similarly-minded events 
engage people in thoughtful ways, but are 
necessarily claiming to be artist-led. 

"Token Conversations: Social Practice at 
the Laundromat" showed me how artist- 
led discussions can create moments for 
people to enjoy, pause, reflect, and engage. 
The event created another situation for 
me to explore my reasons for starting 
Undercurrent Zine when Jose interviewed 
me about my project intentions and back- 
ground. The engagement also provided 
me access to others' opinions on socially 
impacting topics such as gun violence and 
the artist role in community. And finally, it 
prompted me to further explore the con- 
cepts behind social practice and the larger 
conversation about what it is and how it 
can add value to community. 

An Interview with Jose Faus 
about Social Practice Arts 

After attending "Token Conversations: 
Social Practice at the Laundromat," I was 
curious to learn more about social practice 
and Jose's interest in this art form. The 
following interview took place in an email 
conversation and provides more back- 
ground into Jose Faus's experience with 
social practice art. 

Why are you interested in social practice art? 
What drew you to it? 

I think it is a function of being part of 
community. We are engaged in a variety 
of ways in society, whether as assemblage 
artists incorporating discarded materials 
into the work or as playwrights dealing with 
questions of personal and social relation- 
ships. I do not see a difference between a 
painting and a convening of people to have 
a conversation. There is as much art in put- 
ting paint on a canvas, or getting the right 
mix of words to rub against each other, as 
there is in sitting in a circle and embracing 
dialogue with divergent viewpoints. The 
fact that there is that disconnect between 



what constitutes art is what draws me to 
the form. Though I would add, I am as 
comfortable being alone in the studio as I 
am in communal engagement. 

Why should any artist engage in social practice art? 

I have always believed we have to be en- 
gaged in whatever social structure we are a 
part of. There is a sense that artists, while 
they may or may not hold up a mirror to 
the world, are incapable of having input on 
the construction of the social structure. 
Our role is to entertain - we are the musi- 
cians that come in the backdoor while the 
invited guests come through the front. We 
hang our paintings on the walls and hope 
they do not become part of next year's 
garage sale. 

The social structures are creative activities - 
by practice, artists are creators. Our art is 
our adapted language - it is also a tool of 
investigation and inquisition. We face many 
challenges in the service of creation not the 
least of which is problem-solving - an in- 
herent requirement of the social structures. 
Why should a class of creative citizens be 
relegated to the margins while the contribu- 
tions of the professional class are rewarded 
with selection for citizens' commissions or 
public and private boards or sought out 
for commentary on the ills and cures of 
communities as if the very nature of their 
profession confers a level of expertise that 
no one else in the culture can contribute 
to, whether an artist or a resident? Why 
should a social practice activity have less 
validity than a blue-ribbon panel? The idea 
of a socially engaged artist is anathema to 
the status quo, not only proscribed by the 
community but sadly embraced by artists 
as well. 

If to engage in a dialogue outside of a 
traditional art venue in addressing an issue 
of import to the community in a creative 
way is not art, than so be it. It is not art for 
you - it will continue to be art for me as 
long as its value is denied. 





Can social practice art impact the community? 
Does it ever have any aims/goals related to social 
justice and/ or community improvement? 

All these things are possibilities and 
impossibilities with positive and negative 
outcomes. Artists that seek to impact the 
ecology of the city by looking at creative 
ways to solve problems are engaged in 
social justice and community improve- 
ment. The advent of urban farms to deal 
with food deserts and circumvent a tainted 
food supply is a creative approach to an 
endemic problem. 

The act of choosing a studio in a part 
of the city that is not attractive to the 
broader community but is inexpensive, is 
an act of necessity driven by confidence 
that here, in this neglected sector of the 
city, the requirements for a creative practice 
exist. That choice has a political/ social 



impact sometimes to the detriment of the 
artist and the existing community (gentri- 
fication or the charge of privilege - one 
has choice while the neighbors have no 
other option). 

The demand of capital investment with 
its emphasis on return has not been able to 
address these issues. We can look at Detroit 
as fertile ground for what can be possible. 
The city is a tabula rosa - the imprint of all 
residents will define the city of the future. 
Creative minds across all segments of com- 
munity have an investment in this. This is 
art on a large scale, just as New Orleans 
post-Katrina. 

Why should a non-artist engage in social practice 
art projects as a participant? 

Why not? And I don't mean to be flippant 
here. I feel the affirmative viscerally. 



See for yourselfs 

Artist -led social practice events in Kansas City 

The following is a list of artist-led events that engage in social practice art or 
related theory. Look them up for more information! 

ByProduct Laundromat 

Bread KC 

Pop Happenings! 

Free Yoga in the Park 

MOTUV monthly potluck dinners 

S'Mores Cart appearances 

Troost Art Hop 

FemininiTea, CommuniTea or other community tea ceremonies by Lady Baby 
Tea Company 



£ A "Week in the 'Barista Life 
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""beep, beepi beep, beep...* 

5 AM, Monday morning, 5 AM any day of the week is a travesty but especially on 
| Monday I distastefully ascend from my bed and stumble to the kitchen, where I 
open the fridge to face the unfortunately empty orange juice carton and not much 
else. When I have donned my pseudo-hipster garb and thrown my hair into some 
sort of asymmet rical cluster of bobby pins and frill, I will kiss husband's forehead 
and sweetly remind him that he has to be conscious and theoretically functional in 
exactly one hour. He will grunt lovingly in return. 



As 1 send the empty coffee pot one last glance of mournful affection and venture 
into whichever extreme atmospheric condition Kansas City has senselessly con- 
cocted for me today, I discover that no matter how many mental notes I ascribe it, 
t will never, ever, ever remember where I parked my car the night before, Hash- tag: 
downtown parking problems, 



J** 

■ * ; ■ 



I groggily complete my drive through the traffic early morning streets and arrive at 
work with lack of sleep and caffeine withdrawal, weighing like heavy burdens, pull- 



ing me deeper and deeper into the sinking black void of decaf and despair and, 
well, anyways, it isnt very pleasant. I drag myself to the door, reach for the handle, 
^ and - glory of heavenly glories - the Sweet, sweet scent of freshly brewed 
^ coffee wafts all around me. The comfort, 'fhe bliss. 




Barista life is where irs at Free caffeine, the full spectrum of Kansas City's finest 
(or most interesting) caffeine dependents, and a fantastic team of fellow baristas, 
pouring art into lanes and fueling the functionality of the city with the very nectar 
of li fe - also known as coffee. 



On my way to wards the espresso machine, I 'good morning' and 'God- bless' my 
way through the self-sacrificial openers, who entered a cold, dark cafe and trans- 
formed it into a haven of happiness and good smells. I craft my morning concoc- 
tion, take a goodj long whiff of it, and drink it as quickly as possible to ensure it 



immediate access to my blood stream. 'Awake' becomes a potential reality, and the day 
has begun. 

Coffee streams into ceramic mugs, milk swirls in shiny pitchers, and espresso drips, golden 
and fragrant, into lattes and mochas and the souls of the sleepy. Since it is Monday, the 
weekend party crowd will straggle in, bleary eyed, frumpled, and deeply repentant. 
The responsible middle-aged business class, who arrived precisely when they meant to 
and hadn't the slightest bit of fun over the weekend, cast disapproving glances over their 
large black coffees. 

Regardless of their social caveat, most of them arrive in front of me with the familiar 
void where their eyeballs should be, confirming my suspicion that they are fellow addicts; 
unable to so much as inform me of their drink of choice before they've drank it, which 
is an unfortunate predicament. As I kindly inform the blank stare in front of me that their 
transaction is complete and they will receive their caffeinated redemption directly to their 
right, I glance over my shoulder and tally the Monday-induced calamities - an entire pot 
of coffee brewed onto the counter, a maimed whipped cream dispenser, some new and 
exciting additions to the lost-and-found box - all in a day's work. 

Tuesday dawns. The population has marched through Monday with feigned fortitude 
and has woken up to the unfortunate realization that it is, in fact, only the second day 
of the week, and while they pine for professional caffeination, the half-awake cortex that 
controls finance and expenditures screeches something unpleasant about 5$ lattes every 
day. As a result, they begrudgingly drive past the cafe towards work and their unreliable 
corporate coffee pot, which they will load with commercial coffee-flavored grit and a great 
deal of resolution. The resulting swill will require at least 3 Splenda and a multitude of 
those sketchy, shelf-stable little creamer pods. Tuesdays are clearly the downfall of the 
working class, and barista boredom reigns. 

Wednesday and Thursday blur into fragrant flurries of pouring, stirring, swirling and 
serving, and exhaustion emancipation prevails. Friday is filled with celebratory coffee 
imbibing, pastry purchasing, and a general good cheer to herald the impending weekend 
festivities. We hold our espresso cups high and toast the commencement of Monday's 
good business. 

Saturday is caffeinated madness. The doors are darkened with heavy eyelids before we even 
open - runners who embarked at the crack of dawn and require a refuel, elderly gentlemen 
taking in the morning paper at their leisure (which, for some reason misunderstood by the 
generational gap, happens to be at 6am), and small gaggles of mothers drinking in early 
morning female bonding over quad shot skinny vanilla lattes before the children awake at 
home and they are swept into soccer, ballet, landscaping and laundry. 

1 Oam arrives, and brings with it a flood of half-rested Friday night patrons of Power and 
Light, groggily seeking hangover serum. A multitude of young fathers with their toddlers 



and infants in tow trudge in - chocolate covered pastries and chocolate milk flow freely, and 
as they throw back their Americanos and wipe the snot off their manly plaid shirts, they no 
doubt wish they would have taken the early shift with the mother's bonding group. They will 
also come to regret the chocolate covered pastries, but I will be close behind the small Picasso 
with an understanding nod and a damp cloth. 

Sunday is but a busy extension of Saturday, with the added amusement of the percentage 
of churchgoers who slept through the sermon and only order a small as penance. Finally, 
the last cup will be poured, the last pitcher polished, and the last late-night students will 
gather their books and wistfully depart, leaving us to wipe their tables and contemplate the 
current state of our own educational endeavors. We'll drink to that by finishing off the 
last pot of dark roast in a gritty salute to the crusade for intelligence everywhere. In the 
end, we will go home to our hipster apartments and ride out the caffeine buzz late into 
the night, pondering the complicated beauty of existence, the cheapest place to acquire 
more orange juice, and the plight of people who drink decaf. Monday will commence, 
yet again, and we will re-enter the half-caff fog of suspended digital reality that human- 
ity currently exists in. As we do so, we will try to remember that there is a reason we do 
what we do - if we don't make the coffee, we don't drink the coffee. And if we don't drink 
the coffee, life as we know it becomes fraught with peril, emotional instability, and the 
incredible drowsiness that makes business meetings, class lectures, and understanding 
the opposite sex more difficult than they have to be. So, in the spirit of love and alertness, 
befriend your local barista and buy a stranger a cup of coffee. And as you sip your latte 
today, pause for a moment of happiness - there's always more coffee. 



¥H ntW CCCl 



by Christin Trott 




Kansas City is reaching a rite of passage. 
Right now, Kansas City is a middle school 
graduate the summer before freshman year 
struggling to figure out how to be cool. For 
a long time, nobody has taken us seriously 
with our residual baby fat and inferior 
knowledge of the world; but Kansas City 
has been spending the summer introspect- 
ing, working out, practicing the arts, and 
studying current events. We want to forge 
a new identity and be ready to rub shoul- 
ders with the cool kids like San Francisco, 
Portland, and Austin. The youthful drive 
toward this identity change spawned in the 
heart of Kansas City: the Kansas City 
Midtown; and one of the most visible 
modes in which we are seeing this change 
is the KC Midtown style of dress. 

Take a look around you the next time you 
are biking down Westport Road toward 
Broadway Cafe or when you are strolling 
through the Crossroads galleries at the 
First Fridays art walk. You will certainly 
see some KC Midtowners identifiable by 
their fresh, cheeky attitudes and their 



unique style of dress. Their KC Midtown 
style smirks and pats the head of tradi- 
tional fashion while they rush past to their 
bookstore jobs and indie shows. Their style 
is functional, innovative, fun, and, at times, 
ironic. It is somewhat difficult to encap- 
sulate, but there are some common style 
themes that all KC Midtowners share: 

1) Unique clothing items. The defining 
characteristic KC Midtown Style is wearing 
unique clothing items. Possibly as a result of 
an inborn need to express individuality or 
maybe due to an instinctual creative acuity 
or even simply due to financial necessity, 
KC Midtowners wear a variety of unique 
clothing items together. If you examine 
each individual item that a KC Midtowner 
is wearing, you will often notice each has its 
own quirky idiosyncrasies (unconventional 
cut, unusual color, unique fabric, extra 
buttons, fur-lining, etc.) or is worn in a 
pseudo-revolutionary manner. 

2) Second-hand items. Another nearly 
tantamount characteristic of KC Midtown 




Style is wearing second-hand clothing. 
Due to a value system focused more on 
doing what you love rather than making 
big bucks, KG Midtowners are sometimes 
financially challenged. They are also often 
concerned about sustainability which 
means that many prefer to snag used 
clothing rather than contributing to the 
production of new. If you ask one of them 
where he got his thick-rimmed glasses or 
where she got her oversized Native Ameri- 
can ring, he or she would probably tell you 
it was purchased at a thrift store or vintage 
boutique. Or they may say the items were 
given to them by a friend, or even that they 
traded other favorite items for them. 

3) Functional clothing items. Form 
follows function for KG Midtowners. Their 
shoes are flats, boots, sandals, etc. and are 
suitable to walking, biking, working, and 
shaking their booties at a show later on. 
When it's warm, they show off their tattoos 
in t-shirts, tank-tops, or even a bathing-suit 
top (they're all about being resourceful and 
finding multiple uses for clothing items), 
shorts, and maybe a light, funky hat or pair 
of sunglasses to ward off excess UV rays. 
When it's cold, they may wear the same 
t-shirt or tank-top that they wore in the 
summer and layer up with warm hats, 
sweaters, scarves, leggings, legwarmers, 
socks, and boots. Weather is an excuse to 
get use out of some functionally necessary 
items that are lying in closets during other 
times of the year. 

4) Personal or cultural expressions. 

KG Midtowners do not choose unique 
clothing items simply for novelty. Instead, 
they often choose items that express some 
aspect of their personality or culture. You 
may see one of them wearing a shirt with 
Kurt Vonnegut cartoon screen-printed on 
it to advertise his favorite author. Or, you 
may see one of them wearing an old pair 
of cowboy boots as a playful wink at those 
who think of Kansas City as a good of 
fashioned cow town. KC Midtowners toss 
these items into an ensemble to communi- 



cate quickly to others about their interests 
and culture. 

5) Amalgamations of colors and 
patterns. Due to the financial and func- 
tional dictates of having few clothing items 
(i.e. having little money and relocating 
frequently between tiny apartments), these 
folks often jumble together clothing items 
with differing colors or patterns. These 
ensembles are more visually interesting 
than those painstakingly chosen in order 
that the shoes match perfectly with the 
shirt, pants, socks, etc. Somehow they 
pull off a tan and orange striped shirt, a 
grey textured sweater, and maroon pants 
topped with a brown corduroy fedora or a 
yellow and black checkered button-down 
shirt over a pale blue t-shirt, royal blue 
jeans, turquoise tennis shoes, and a bright 
red, blue, and white KC trucker hat. 

6) Aesthetic Principles. If you consider 
their style as a whole, you will notice that - 
in spite of their eccentricities - KG Mid- 
towners have an acute eye for aesthetics. 
Although their clothing choices might be 
unconventional, they recognize important 
aesthetic principles like balance, propor- 
tion, rhythm, emphasis, and unity. They 
demonstrate these principles by choosing 
clothes that fit well and flatter their bodies, 
and choosing colors and patterns that 
work well with one another. Their strange 
outfits come together in ways that reveal 
an underlying understanding of the prin- 
ciples of design that are vital to creating 
good visual art. 

This emergence of KG Midtown style of 
dress is altering the way that Kansas City 
is viewed by people from other cities and 
states. Through "thin-slicing," humans find 
patterns in events and form judgments 
about them within five minutes of encoun- 
tering them (see Malcolm Gladwell's 
bestseller Blink). This means that, within 
five minutes or less of being in a new city, 
we take in a variety of characteristics includ- 
ing cleanliness, crowdedness, attractiveness, 



landmarks, activities, language, transporta- 
tion, and (of course) style of dress. These 
characteristics all factor into whether or not 
a person sees Kansas City as interesting and 
distinct from other cities. In other words, 
KG Midtown style helps to impart theje 
ne sais quoi that causes people to think of 
Kansas City as "cool" and makes them 
want to return here. 

The "coolness" factor, however, is much 
less important than the underlying shift in 
values that this shift in style reflects. KG 
Midtowners' shift away from mindless, con- 
sumerist fashion trends to more conscious, 
sustainable style choices demonstrates this 
shift in values. We are leaving behind our 
parents' generation's value system based on 
conservativism, overconsumption, material 
wealth, adherence to authority, and top- 
down change for a value system based on 
creativity, sustainability community, think- 
ing for ourselves, and bottom-up change. 
We don't identify with The Plaza, BBQ, 
and The Nelson-Atkins anymore; instead 
we identify with thrift stores, vegetarian res- 
taurants, and The Crossroads Art District. 
We are cleaning up our city (even east of 
Troost). We are learning to sustain ourselves 
and foster community through urban farm- 
ing and other community collectives. We 
are organizing our own art galleries and art 
walks. And, we are not asking permission to 
do any of these things. We are simply taking 
the initiative and getting things done. 

These actions demonstrate our maturation 
as a city: the development of our own sense 
of identity that has come from within rather 
than a naive imitation of other cities or our 
predecessors. Through this process, Kansas 
City is becoming much more than a "cool 
kid." We are becoming creative. We are 
becoming self-aware and conscious of our 
ability to effect change. In doing so, we are 
improving our community from the inside 
out, and setting a precedent for many other 
cities throughout America. Look out cool 
kids, Kansas City is redefining cool. 



To Thunderstorm Skies 



To thunderstorm skies and beautiful eyes 
of a green I can barely remember. 
To lips that graze on legs for days 
as lightening fades to an ember. 

To locks of hair and eyes that stares 
and letters lost in the mail. 
From sweet confessions to blank expressions 
while raindrops freeze to hail. 

From nostalgic tears to raging fears 
and emotions soft to the touch 
To hearts beating fast, in moments that last 
on icy streets melting to slush 

To taking out history and bringing back mystery 
Writing letters about beautiful eyes 
To lamp lights of green, stationary erased clean 
From me, with love, to thunderstorm skies. 

Green Tea 

There's nothing like paying $2.15 for a cup of tea 
Hardly even take a sip . . . 
Just to sit 

And watch the world around thee 
Spin on continuously 
Silently stare from a chair 
Making not a sound 
Waiting to be found. 

There's nothing like driving on a road to no where 
No place to go 
No one to see 
No one to be 

Ever tried driving with your eyes closed? 

There's nothing like talk radio at night 
With no one to confide in 
Except empty air waves 
And a cold cup of tea. 
Because the phone never rings 
Hence the $2.15. 

—MissGonception 



Printosauras reports that collaborations between printmakers are increasing, 
due in part to momentum generated from the Pitch article about local artist-run 
print shops. 

Cultivate KC is a catalyst for urban agriculture that grows food, farms and 
communities through resources and training. They also provide education on 
the health, environmental and economic impacts of growing food in our city 
www.cultivatekc.org | info@cultivatekc.org | 913.831.2444 

The long-awaited BEEFSTIK #4 is set to be released early July 2013! Now 
accepting meat related submissions! All submissions must be JPEG files at 300dpi. 
Send all submissions or questions to andyozier@gmail.com. 

Imagine That! Kansas City is a non-profit art studio and organization run 
through Resources for Human Development. They have several projects in devel- 
opment with individual artists including a play/ film in production and a pen pal 
project with another studio. Their gallery is open every First Friday through the 
rest of the year. Currently, they working towards bookmaking and printmaking 
initiatives. 

The Honduran Equality Delegation is sending activists to accompany and 
assist the LGBTQ community throughout the November 2013 general elections 
in Honduras. International presence is an important component in ensuring the 
election is fair and the LGBTQ, movement leaders are safe. They will take testimo- 
ny and document any human rights violations that occur. For more information, 
please visit honduranequalitydelegation.wordpress.com. 

The Ida B. Wells Coalition Against Racism and Police Brutality (IBWC) 
is an anti-racist liberation support group created by the Black Autonomy Fed- 
eration to support its programs and its movement. Black Autonomy is a mass 
protest tendency against capitalist unemployment, war, racism, police brutality, 
and mass imprisonment. It is a direct action movement meant to gum up the 
machinery of capitalist production and prevent it from proceeding with its war 
against workers and the poor. 

If you have updates to share about community and creative people-centered 
projects or small localized businesses, please get in touch. Send brief project 
info to undercurrentkc@gmail.com by October 6 for inclusion in the Winter 
2013/2014 issue. Updates may also be submitted for publication to our Tumblr 
blog at undercurrentkc.tumblr.com/submit. 



sJ/ 1 by Stephanie Iser 

Kansas City artists, writers, and hobbyists are taking expressive liberties into their 
own hands by sharing thoughts, ideas, and experiences in handcrafted zines. 
Most can be purchased locally and most have their own websites with trade and 
purchasing information. DoubleRainbow, Prospero's Books, and Zebedees Record 
Store are just a few locations that distribute KC zines. Many zines accept outside 
submissions, so please contact the editors to add your individual view to the 
local zine conversation. 




The Bohemian | $15 limited edition / $1 black & white 
Creatively assembled from the blood, sweat, and tears of 
art students from KCAI, this monthly zine aspires to be an 
adventure guide for the local cultural enthusiast. Contents 
include poetry, artwork, and information about Kansas City's 
art projects and creative community initiatives. Social com- 
mentary is also provided in this sleek zine, with a magazine 
style layout featuring the artwork of local students and inter- 
views with creative culture makers. TheBohemianZine.com 

Sprouted Ink Zine # 2 | $3 black & white, 56 pages 
This collaborative personal zine shares experiences and triumphs 
in navigating mental health from a position of empowerment 
and support. Issue no. 2 has writings on the topics of freedom, 
failure, and post-traumatic stress disorder; a piece on dream 
interpretation techniques; a short essay on depression and 
anxiety; tips on being an empath; recipes, poetry, and artwork. 
Currently taking submissions for the 3rd issue, deadline is 
August 4, 2013. SproutedlnkZine.tumblr.com 

Stinkeye | $1-3 black & white, thick! 

This multidimensional Kansas City zine draws upon traditional 
cut-and-paste imagery to communicate topics such as socio- 
political and do-it-yourself interests with a subversive punk 
rock homage thrown in from time to time. I especially enjoyed 
the photo essay of the Missouri State Fair in issue no. 2, which 
also includes an essay on media literacy, nonviolence theory, 




and DIY sewing tips. Currently accepting submissions for Issue no. 3 and "Hate 
Zine", contact stinkeyepie@gmail.com. Available for trade/sale from Quimby's 
Bookstore in Chicago and local venues such as Prospero's Books and Double- 
Rainbow. StinkEyeKC.tumblr.com 



Infoduct | Free, found in local coffeeshops 
Infoduct is a hand-drawn zine with archival information, 
personal thoughts, and short essays exploring history and 
literature, whimsical creativity, personal experiences, and the 
local underground arts. Each issue shares commentary on 
the weather and seasons from a personable view; a related 
recipe or gardening tip may be provided. An events calendar, 
community contributed ads, and art project essays invite 
readers to step further into the world of underground arts, business, and culture. 
While reading Infoduct, I feel as if I am peering into a mythical character-filled 
version of KC that suggests something grand and wonderful is waiting to be 
discovered if I can follow the clues provided, infoduct.wordpress.com 

Operations Manual Is not a Zine: A Zine | $1 / trade 
This first issue of personal-style-zine installments from the 
Operations Manual project reads like a disjointed expose of 
clashing teenage and adulthood realities. This perception 
is pieced together with fragments of personal comics, anti- 
establishment art, topical rants, and personal histories. We 
get a glimpse of humor that helps lighten things up and make 
potentially hurtful experiences seem better. Included in this 
issue is a rant about medium sized shirts, the authors first self-publishing acts 
as a preteen, and an interesting connection to the author's grandfather who dis- 
tributed zine-like works filled with inspiring and thoughtful quotes. I felt some- 
what uplifted after reading this zine, as if I was shown one person's approach to 
making things better through humor and subversive flippancy. OpManual.com 



The Silence is Killing us | $7 B&W with Color Cover 
This zine-like publication accompanies The Silence is Killing Us 
video, and like the video, it uses archival selections to reflect on the 
violence, addiction and religious issues present in Kansas City. The 
project strikes me as a means of putting critical issues that affect 
our communities on the table for the viewer to think and process 
about what's going on. Zine contents include news articles and 
found imagery that relate to KC crime. A second act publication 
will be released soon. Visit the Dime Store Mysticism website for more informa- 
tion about the project and to see the full Silence is Killing Us video. Publication 
available for purchase locally at Escapist skate shop. Dimestoremysticism.com 






if Jfef 

New zine store DoubleRainbow opened its doors in May 2013 to bring Kansas 
City access to self published zines and artist books. The store is located at 2027 
Campbell in the City Ice Arts building with hours currently listed as 11-5 Saturday, 
Sunday, and Monday. A section dedicated to Kansas City created publications is 
a highlight of the store. 

The KC Zine Collective will meet on the 2nd Sunday of each month at 

Double Rainbow at 5pm, pending any major scheduling conflicts that could 
rise. Visit kczinemachine.tumblr.com to get meeting notes and confirmation on 
dates and times. 

The KC Zine Collective is working to improve access to zines. Public distro boxes 
are being created and a pop-up zine library is in the works. Marc Saviano's "Little 
Read Wagon" project is filled with zines that you may spot at special events 
around town. 

Our neighboring distro Pioneer Press in Lansing, Kansas received a Rocket 
Grant from the Charlotte Street Foundation to fund a traveling zine gallery and shop. 
Visit pioneerspress.tumblr.com for project updates. 




KC Zine Collective is made up of zine creators and enthusiasts that collaborate 
to support zine culture and increase access to local zines. KC Zine Machine 
is collectively managed tumblr blog used to document information about zine 
projects. Read more about local zines, their creators, and Kansas City's 
Do-lt-Yourself publishing community at kczinemachine.tumblr.com. 



NEIGHBORHOOD SURVEY 
Problems and Concerns 
People Helping People 



I Gangs - Drive-by shooting 

I Abandoned property on 1 7th Street 
3 Slop children from vandalizing 

i/ Keep the streets clean from trash 
Drugs parties and d/ug selling in the 
neighborhood 

6 Fix streets lights that go off and on 

Y Violence and security 

^ Emptoyment for minorities 

9 Safety and Crime prevention 

ia Defacing of buildings 

it Pot ho*es 

II Water teaks at 1228 Terrace, Many calls 
to Water Department 

i 3 Loud noises from boom boxes 

fij Hanging on the earners 

J S People dumping trash in the alley, can't 

get rt cleaned 
/6 Trees blocking street lights 
ft Speeding in the neighborhood 

\f Keep up property 
Crimes and shootings 

%fi Kids coming from other neighborhoods 
and partying and make mess in front of 
house 

-Xt Neighbors should cur. grass and weeds 



S£i Cracked sidewalks 
l± Truancy 

7*t West bluff criminal activity 
iTWant routine Police patrols 

Fire hydrants sometimes running 24 

hours 

3V Messed up real estate 
1$ Clean-up Jots 

£*r More activities to involve youth 
AD Mora groceries stores 
Zf High school harp 
Vacant houses 

Water leaks at 122B Terrace. Many 
calls to Water Department 
35 Prohibit trucks going up street 
34 Help for elderty keeping homes 
3 f Need Neighborhood Home 

Association 
Itb Neighborhood Crime Watch 
3*1 Need bilingual 

ht Children are not safe 
£*f Prostitution 

Loitering in front of house with beer 
and trash 



June 9. 2011 

Dc-u Valentine Neighborhood Resident*: 



would l ite lo inform all of our l^nailTS thai a new method is. being used by 
perpetrators :o _^;i,in iiccess (i> rKumlL's homes. 

"Ibc ""had guy" will knock on your door in the early morning, hours mfofminj; you [h;H 
he 1 she has recently moved imo ihc ndgJibortiood, have locked themselves out of their 
apartment and they will ask (0 use ™r phone. 

Please be aware of this seam and do not allow anyone in your home. iKaJ you do nc4 
personally know, ]f you have your name on your mailbox ptea&fi demove ic ind only place 
your address and apartment number Od your mailbox. If you would like an address label 
please stop by the Office and we can print you out a label , 

The reported "bad g,u]T is described a* 5'4 fc -5*6 i- (all, wiih short dart hair and a small 
goalee. 

If someone aiternpts. Irus seam we sue^esl you ea!3 91 1 imrnirtlistely and do not open the 
door. 

Should ihc person aj your dow actually be a resident of the neighborhood, no problem, 
just ealL the after noun; emergency number 9 13. 599.^469 and «ne of our maintenance 
Staff will be happy to respond and give Ul£ tenant atcess to their apartmem. 

Should you have any questions please do not hesitate to contact the office at 



'[hank you far your aUentiofl to Uiis important maltLT. 




Indie is Dead 



by Robert Dennis 

Kansas City is known for its music just as much as for 
BBQ and the mafia. At one time it was a staple town 
for jazz and blues, an expressive music that takes raw 
emotions and puts them to sound. In modern years this 
has been lost and traded with stylish fashion and posh 
scenes obsessed with impressing record companies. From 
raves to folk and even the punk scene at times people 
continuously stop being original and tragically worst 
of all take all of our good musicians and leave for Los 
Angeles or New York. At the current time Indie is our 
mainstream scene. Hipsters with $200 jeans and cheap 
souls flock to the Record Bar. Where they stand and 



watch idly as their "favorite band" sets the stage to 
play the same set each of them have been watching for 
the last year. In the underground however things are 
moving at break neck speed. Using bandcamp.com and 
cheap microphones bands like mine (Daytime Party) and 
others such as Lion House, Battle Royal, Gay Science, 
etc. have been able to show people raw emotion again. 
The DIY scene in Kansas City is starting to get its 
feet moving out of house shows and underground clubs 
to bigger venues and on to bigger things. 

The philosophy is simple. "DO IT YOURSELF." Since 
you're the only one who truly is going to understand, 
appreciate and love your music you should be the one 
in control. When promoters /managers /record companies 
get attached less and less of what you want comes into 
play. This eventually leading to less and less of 
what you think ends up on record and more and more 
of what is better for your "career" does. In the 
80 's, for example, success was on both sides. The 
mainstream had "glam metal" and the underground had 
hardcore. Now looking back a young person might be 
shocked to know that in 1985 Black Flag was unknown 
unless you were in that scene at the time. As Henry 
Rollins once said: "We never thought we would be on 
the radio, so we just did whatever we wanted." This 
concept that had been lost since the time of jazz and 
blues was suddenly relevant again. Instead of think- 
ing "I think that we should sound like brand new or 
more like Finch" bands now are starting to say "let's 
see what we sound like." Just jam out what you are 
feeling let your own innovative creativity shape your 
sound. In some cases people are not ready to hear this 
and want their musicians to be slaves to one genre; 
others are excited to be constantly surprised. In the 
short amount of time that I have been in a band I have 
put out more than I can remember and played with leg- 
ends of the scene. You can do it too! 

I beg you to speak YOUR mind, not say what others are 
looking for. I also encourage anyone who reads this to 
find yourself in an instrument. 
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jjW OF THE, CLASSES AMt> PANEL* H£IP 



Domestic Violence in - 
the LGBTQ Community 



Tr Panel 



Queer Zines and You 



Know Your Rights 



Nonverbal Communications 
through Theatre 



Not Your PETt^h^s 



Femmc Fatties: And Olfter 
Queer Expert*™** 



Queer History 



Honduran Equality 
Delegation 



Starting, Maintaining, and 
Thr i v i ng a GSA 

TTobody's Bom a Bigot 

I I 

Sex and Gender ■ Nothing About U, t Wiihnut U 
Diveraity in Nature | Us. GSAs and Disability | 



Body Posjiivfty 
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EQUAL 



1 Equal enables the next generation of 
social justice leaders dedicated to 
ending all forms of oppression, ui 




i 11 

Young people of ail gender identities and 

sexual orientations deserve access to the tools 

to be healthy, empowered members of their 

communities. Equal enables the next 

wMgeneratton of social justice leaders dedicated 

B to ending ail forms of oppression. 
■fc i I f \ \ 




www.equalcenter.org ^£ 
816-787-1689 — — 

support@equalcenter.org Jm^t^* 
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by Nick Begley 



ZOIDS 

If you hear about a show, and find out that the Zoids are 
playing , then don't make any other plans. The Zoids are a 3 
piece group whose members all share the duties of supplying 
you with vocals. As soon as the Zoids are set up and ready 
to play it's clear to anyone watching that they love to 
party. The energy that they bring to their sets is not like 
the usual fast rocking group, its fun instead of angry. It 
makes you want to party, it makes you want to dance. Instead 
of being pissed off all the time the Zoids deliver that much 
needed reminder that music is fun, and maybe that's why 
some people enjoy it. 

The reason why the Zoids stick out above so many other bands 
in their style is that they actually play good music too. 
Original music that doesn't sound like they recreated their 
favorite genre, it just sounds free. If you genuinely enjoy 
music and like having a good time too, then the Zoids will 
serve you the entertainment you crave. 

Mary Fuego 

Sometimes you see so many shows with just distorted guitar, 
bass and drums you start to wonder if any of the people 
around you actually like music or just a particular formula. 
You may be surrounded with music that is your favorite, but 
it seems as if there is a massive push to cover up the ex- 
istence of every single other instrument that's fueled our 
history and moved so many hearts . Maray Fuego is a travel- 
ling gypsy who plays the accordion and sings your face into 
tears . 

Just a solo performer, Ms. Fuego quickly uses her passion to 
turn the room into one big mass of people eager to stop being 
themselves and instead be whatever her music suggests. She 
uses a wide vocal range of styles as well as different ac- 
cents to get the audience singing along, sobbing with their 
heads buried or in silent appreciation of her deep tuneful 
growls. As for her accordion playing, well it sure isn't 
zydeco. She feels what she's playing, and if you have an ear 
for it, you sure will too. 





Darnl! Williams: A Barber Shot Dead in January 



Two ways to know our hean is healing 
reel ihe pulse that's in our wrist 
And see the blood stain on our hp* 
From an oppressed fist that swung and hit 
lake heart: (his will not stop us 

Blame the victim; blame Ehc crime 
riave the criminal do his time 
Stay awap from five to nine 
Down seventy-one and thirty 
While Tear runs free around us 

Fine the guilty and those they're with 
Kilbaty: feed the myth 
Build estates at a hundred and fifth 
™ "P walls; increase the rift 
Then the "ThenT won't bother us 

Or 

Stop 1 he rubbered turnaround 
Stall the sprawl and hush the crowd 
Squint and see wh a f s long been bound 
A waking monster in our mouths 
Not just yet- it tells the proud 
There s something that might gather us 

It's color blind and ushers all 

It listens to jazz and rock and roll 

It's Charlie Parker and Joyce Clyde Hall 

from the mighty Missouri to the Hills o| NaJL 

Jt knocks down the walls within us 

And it won't move; that's guaranteed 

With bloodied lips and missing teeth 

No ballroom beauty; she's poohball pretty 

You say she ain't much; we say she's our city 

Our pulsing, beating, bleeding city 

And wc h re not leaving 

No sir, not us 

We are with die beast; waking and weaving 
A tapestry- 

For what kids may come 
It may look as though we>e in defeat 
But two things perceived will seS Us free: 
Wc feel the pulse in the city's streets 
We see the blood stains on barber's s 
The monster's heart is beating 




-Kevin Bryce 






Adventures in The American Medical Systems 
On Hypocrisy and Hippocrates 

by Wick Thomas 



IX. A physician shall support access to medical care 
for all people. 

I had woken up early that morning and was 
still groggy. My friend Katelyn had let me 
borrow her car while she was off hitchhik- 
ing around the country with some of her 
cute traveler girlfriends so I decided to drive 
over to help my friend move. My friend had 
just gotten out of an 8 year relationship and 
was moving everything out of the home 
that she and her partner has shared for the 
last several years. It was a somber morning. 
I decided to stop at the little corner shop on 
the way and get a bottle of iced tea. It was 
such a simple action that required so little 
thought that I could not have guessed that 
it would radically alter my life. 

I arrived at the house and started carrying 
things to the car. Many of the people help- 



ing worked for the local Planned Parent- 
hood with my friend. For those of you who 
don't know, some of the strongest, fiercest 
people in the world work for the Planned 
Parenthood of Kansas/Western MO. 
Which was fortunate because I was about 
to create a crisis. 

When we got everything to the new apart- 
ment we started to unload. We were not 
there long before I went around to the back 
and started climbing the concrete stairs 
to the balcony. It was an older apartment 
building and the steps were uneven. I didn't 
realize this and hit one of them wrong. It 
was a mistake that I had made before on 
occasion . . . missing a step and tripping. 
This time, however, I was carrying a glass 
bottle. 

I landed with my full body weight on my 



hands. I did not immediately know how 
bad I had hurt myself. I stood up, looked 
down at my hand and quickly realized. 
Blood was gushing. My friend was looking 
over the balcony and saw it all happen. You 
have never seen a group react faster in a 
crisis than Kansas women who work for 
Planned Parenthood. Before I knew it she 
had thrown me a sweater to wrap around 
my hand and had grabbed her belt and put 
it around my upper arm to stymie the 
blood flow. In another 30 seconds I was in 
a car headed to the St Luke's emergency 
room. The wonderful woman who drove 
me to the hospital had a very nice car and 
all I could remember thinking was that I 
can't pass out because I would get blood 
everywhere. 

By the time we arrived at the emergency 
room the sweater we had wrapped my 
wound with was completely saturated and 
dripping with my blood. They took me 
back immediately and applied pressure, 
cleaned the wound and pumped me full 
of morphine so the details get a little fuzzy 
at this point. What I do know is that my 
friend Lydia came and waited with me in 
the emergency room and was fascinated 
with the process. She is constantly prepar- 
ing for the zombie apocalypse and was 
learning skills from my experience. I also 
sent a picture of me bleeding in the hospi- 
tal to my friend Charlie with the caption, 
"Wish you were here! Xoxo" 

While there they explained to me that I 
had not severed any arteries (I had) and 
that I would have emergency surgery the 
next day. (I wouldn't) I went home later that 
night and remember being so terrified that 
two of my fingers wouldn't move. 

The next day, as I was sitting at home 



waiting for my appointment with the 
surgeon, I got a call from his office. The 
woman on the phone told me that they 
had found out that I didn't have insur- 
ance and that I should probably go to the 
local charity hospital instead. I cried. I 
asked if I could speak with the surgeon. 
She said yes but that he was currently 
in a meeting. I left a message. I waited 
several hours and called back. Still in a 
meeting. All day I was left to ponder my 
immobile fingers and what the fate of 
my hand would be. Finally at 5 p.m. he 
called. He told me that I needed to go to 
the Truman Medical Center Emergency 
Room and get referred to their surgeon 
since they worked with people without 
insurance. I asked if he could give me 
that referral and he said since he had not 
seen me he could not. Neither could the 
St Luke's emergency room. So after an 
entire day of waiting I had to head to my 
second emergency room. 

This time I got to wait, for hours. I would 
get well accustomed to waiting in the com- 
ing months. When I finally saw someone 
they changed my bandages and set me 
an appointment the next day with their 
surgeon and told me to call and confirm it 
in the morning. I called to confirm in the 
morning and there was no appointment 
made. The earliest they could do was 4 
days later. For the next four days, in a haze 
of painkillers I waited to see what the fate 
of my hand would be. I finally met with 
the surgeon. Fingers still not moving, I 
was set up for surgery the next week. 

My parents were kind enough to take off 
work and bring me to my surgery. This is 
the first surgery I had ever had and I was 
terrified. I got to the waiting room and 
after about an hour I was called back to 



a small room by the surgeon's assistant. 
He told me that the surgeon was busy 
and we would have to reschedule for the 
following day I began to cry I explained 
to him that two of my fingers would not 
move and I was worried that the longer we 
put this surgery off the less likely I would 
have a functioning hand again. He asked 
when the accident happened. I told him it 
happened last Sunday. He replied, "Oh, 
well the ideal timeframe for this surgery is 
within a week so you're fine." Tears welled 
up in my eyes. "No. Last Sunday. The ac- 
cident happened almost two weeks ago." 
He was quiet. We set up the surgery for the 
next day and I went home. 

The surgery finally happened over a week 
and a half after the accident. I found out 
that I had severed all of the nerves and 
tendons to two of my fingers as well as an 
artery. Another artery had already started 
to grow to fill in for the severed one I was 
told. 

The next several months of my life were 
a blur. I was prescribed a lot of percocet 
and while I know that I continued the 
responsibilities of my life, I was not really 
there. I went to work and band practice 
and gigs but I felt hollow. 

At some point during this percocet coma 
I applied for financial assistance for St. 
Lukes. I was denied and stuck with the 
entire bill. My yearly income is a few 
hundred dollars over the federal poverty 
line. I owed St Luke's over $3000 because 
of a freak accident. I remember the 
circumstance being amusing to me, that 
an accident that took me out of work and 
had the potential to take me out of work 
for the rest of my life would not be cov- 
ered. I realized I would be more of a tax 



on the system if I was never able to work 
again than if we had a public healthcare 
system that had offered the surgery that I 
needed in a timely manner. This morbid 
realization amused my hazy brain. 

While I have gotten some mobility and 
feeling back to my fingers, my hand will 
never be the same. I'm left with the frus- 
trating realization that if I had been born 
to more money then it would an entirely 
different story, likely one that ends with a 
fully functional hand. I can't even imagine 
how horrible this process of trying to access 
healthcare in our for-profit system would be 
for those with chronic health issues and 
without health insurance. 

It is my sincerest hope that some day we 
will move to a healthcare system that 
is truly accessible to all, even those who 
can't pay. I want to believe in the Ameri- 
can Dream, but without equal access to 
adequate public education and universal 
healthcare it will remain the American 
Delusion. 




We asked Farmer Brooke of BAD SEED to share a recipe with our readers based on local 
ingredients normally in season July- August, and here's what she sent us: 

Heirloom Tomato Stacks with Blue Cheese & Purple Ruffles Basil 

the sexiest heirloom tomato dish known to mankind (!!) 

This seasonal dish is super easy and decadent beyond all comprehension. Heirloom 
Tomatoes will bedazzle area Farmers' Markets in July & August. For a stellar selection, 
hit up the BADSEED Farmers' Market on Friday evenings or the Brookside Community 
Market on Saturday mornings. 

Directions: 

Take 4 (strikingly different) varieties of heirloom tomatoes and cut them into thick slices. 
Then build your stacks sandwiching (high-quality) Blue Cheese and Purple Ruffles Basil 
in between each layer. 

I make mine 4 layers high with a nice big pink beefsteak as my base (try a Brandywine or 
a Mortgage Lifter) followed by a Green Zebra (a lime green beauty with yellow stripes and 
tangy refreshing flavor), then a Purple Calabash (a ruby-purple, superbly ribbed tomato 
with the richness of fine chocolate), and lastly an Ivory Egg (a dainty, pear-shaped tomato 
with blushing cream-colored flesh and a light angelic flavor). I drizzle the finished master- 
piece with a little extra virgin olive oil, a sprinkling of Sicilian sea-salt, and a painfully 
decadent balsamic reduction*. 

*To make a balsamic reduction bring 1 and 1/2 cups balsamic vinegar to a boil, then turn down the heat 
and simmer until it has reduced about halfway; add 1/4 to 1/2 cup brown sugar and continue to sim- 
mer until it becomes syrupy. Turn. 

BADSEED 

An Urban-Organic Farm & Market Celebrating Local Food, Culture, & Community 

1909 McGee, KCMO 64108 

www.badseedkc.com 



Digln, KC! 

Sunday, September 22 , 2 013 

A dinner with farmers & friends in the City Market. 
More info: www.cultivatekc.org 

FoodDay Crop Mob 

Saturday, October 26, 9 a.m. -12 p.m. 
More info: www.cultivatekc.org 

Yoga in the Park 

Sundays, 1 p.m., at Nelson-Atkins Museum, weather 
permitting. 

More info: www.mariacalderon.com 

Unplaza Art Fair 

September 21-22, 2013 

An opportunity to exhibit and purchase art at 
reasonable prices and raise money for Peaceworks. 
More info: www.peaceworkskc.org 

Harvest Moon American Indian Festival 

September 21-22, 2013 

The intent of this festival is to break Pow Wow 
stereotypes, introduce the arts community to 
contemporary Native performers and allow a day 
of true enjoyment of the Urban American Indian 
Community. 

More info : harvestmoonamericanindian festival . 
wordpress . com 
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»* HONDURAN EQUALITY DELEGATION *»* 



Join the Ho lid mm Equality Delegation for their November 20 I 3 tour to Honduras 

Thii delegation vaWi be. facaiiiriK an the Scxua3 Diversity and Kenrcs^on in 
Honduras; including strides made towards equality, the human rights violations 
against the LBGTt} wsmnnunity, its involvement vviih the Litre party and the 
upcoming general elections in November, through meetings with individual 
iNrlLvLbts and organizations, ibis ■delation will document the perspective of the 
Sexual Iiivcra-ily community on or^anizin^ fur bhenttion and how Honduras plays 
a KAt in the irttematiunaJ LGDTQlA rurnrnunilv. Participants, will also analyn the 
effects, of rnintarLzatjon and the Drug. War which has brought increasing violations 
of human rights to Honduras. 





Program Highlights Includes 



* ttattrtJ Election Obwr^D^n und flection 



*naL>3K from the Libre party 



* S*a Pedro SulaCiry Tout 

* Tegucigalpa LlLyT^ur 

+ Mielin^wilti ni Withers fflftlie StXUl] 

Di Ttrtfty CtanmuniCy, irWliMtira* same- of I hi? 
Jim U}?1X>1A rrwmbers (o nam for pdhk^ 
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* juciid^i win i luiThaa rtij^.i > 1: .■ s :i ■ 

* Meeiinft* willi mtitilwfs of ihu blin pay 
4 tftttwwjtfi mtrntw of iheFcniJrHtf 



visit the Delegation's website 
KnnniiranF^unliryPiqjert^ 



Program Details! 




HowioApnk: 



Co nt ajct onjmlsiS/ s t 




Fur mart information, visit HundiiiiinF^LUdlityProjeeLM'urdpreKK.etfrn 

Sponsored by Alliance for Global Justice, Cross Border Network for 
Justice and Solidarity. KQCAU and Global Exchange 



DAM Urn* 





millions am setting downsized every day. 

WHY AREN'T yOU? 

Make the change today. 

www. 



A special thanks to all the artists and writers who helped with the first 
issue of Undercurrent*. 




Susana B's writings explore everyday observations with sincerity and whit. 
She notes the beauty and contrast life offers. Read more of her work and view her 
abstract art at www.susanab.net. 

Nick Begley showed up to a few zine collective meetings and offered to write a 
few show reviews that are published in the zine. 

Farmer Brooke is an urban farmer and food activist that helped change food 
codes in Kansas City so that more people could farm in their own yards! She and 
her partner operate an urban farm in South Kansas City as well as the Bad Seed 
Market, a weekly to get organically farmed food, badseedkc.com 

Kevin Bryce is an aspiring writer/ filmmaker in Kansas City working on the 
corner of 31st and Troost. Much of his work and inspiration comes from those 
he works and is in community with. This year Kevin released his first feature- 
length documentary film, We Are Superman; the true story of Troost Avenue. 

Sadie Colwell lives a caffeinated life in Downtown KC, and is married to the love 
of her life, Tyler. She spends her time making coffee, drinking coffee, frequent- 
ing local coffee shops, locking her keys in her car, and blogging. songsaboutcqffee. 
wordpress. com 

Robert Dennis went to school, dropped, went to school, dropped. Dropped, 
realized school is nothing. Writes about it. 

Alicia Dressman believes the inchoate practices of nuclear deterrence are the 
driving force of a dangerous and outdated national security policy. Undercurrent 
promotes a curious society and she is proud to contribute. As a member of the 
moral abattoir known as Twitter, you can follow her @thedelphivision. 

Crystal File is a Kansas City artist, poet and killer of dragons. Her duties and 
passions revolve around writing/painting/inking/ storytelling and the rendering of 
mutants. She lives with a cat named Steve Ditko and has been recently spotted 
conspiring. 



Jessica Hogan was first introduced to zines through the DIY punk community. 
Since moving back to Kansas City, her hometown, she has focused on putting out 
a radical zine called "Stink Eye." She has also released a history zine called "P.S." 
and has been compiling submissions for a project called HATE ZINE. She is 
focused on creating a coherent zine community in KC and has been working 
with local zinesters to form the KC Zine Collective whose plans include a zine 
fair, facilitating zine distribution, hosting workshops, and creating a network 
among local zine enthusiasts, stinkeyekc.tumblr.com 

Erin Kennedy submitted to Undercurrent because she wanted to showcase Kansas 
City's beauty that often hides from plain view, but at certain times of the day shines. 
She currently works with several collaborators (The Bone Collective, The Bohe- 
mian) publishing zines, but her main focus and love is creating experimental 
animations. Check her out online at www.elkennedy.com. 

Rachel Krause is a recent graduate from the University of Missouri School of 
Journalism. Rachel is an avid cyclist and bike commuter and loves to share her love 
of cycling with others. A native of Idaho, Rachel misses the mountains on a daily 
basis, but thinks climbing all the hills in KC is the next best thing, rachel-krause. 
squarespace. com 

J.P. McNamara is a poet, play write,and contributor to Demencha.com. He lives 
in Kansas City with his wife and daughter. They have a cat, Nestor, who is generally 
unlikeable. If you would like to contact J.P. for readings, events,or just to chat, you 
can reach him via email (itsasadsadthing@gmail.com). 

MissConception is a performance artist and poet from the Kansas City area. 
She is the organizer of the VibeTribe KC, a fire-spinning and arts collective located 
at 5504 Troost in KCMO. You can find MissConception and the VibeTribe regu- 
larly at the Uptown Arts Bar, and supporting several events regionally including: 
Kanrocksas, Dancefestopia and The Lawrence Busker Fest. For upcoming perfor- 
mances and artistic conceptualizations, visit www.themissconception.com. 

Luke Rocha is a self-taught visual artist and archival collector that lives and works 
in Kansas City. As part of Luke's practice, he collects found objects representing 
Kansas City history and culture. A few of these collected images are presented in 
Undercurrent, dimestoremysticism. com 

Marc Saviano says, "Kansas City, love it or leave it... Hey, where are you going?" 
www.OpManual.com & www.GodBlessGenerica.com 

Wick Thomas is an activist based in Kansas City nourishing some rural roots. 
Wick mentors youth to become effective grassroots activists with EQUAL, equal- 
center, org & kansascityisburning. com 



Christin Trott, age 27, was born and raised just outside of Kansas City, makes 
money by bringing vegan food to doorsteps in the greater Kansas City area and 
helps people understand their addictions. She spends her spare time contemplating 
life's trivialities including but not limited to the following: metaphysics, ethics, 
linguistics, and fashion. 




Stephanie Iser got involved as project manager of Undercurrent because she 
wanted to explore the potential of a zine to offer reflection and empowerment for 
a regional community. She edits a personal zine called Sprouted Ink, which shares 
firsthand perspectives of those navigating invisible illnesses and engaging in inner 
growth, sproutedink. tumblr. com 

Chuck M unson is a web developer, librarian, writer and artist who has lived in 
Kansas City for much of his life. His past publications include Alternative Press Review 
and Practical Anarchy . 

Amanda Rehagen is an artist, illustrator, designer, and writer. Her last foray into 
the zine realm was the serial mini-comic Lovely Ugly Cruel World, which ran from 
2002-2005. Her drawings have appeared in numerous small press publications. 
More information on her work at lunar- circuitry net. 




K.Wroten is currently a student at the Kansas City Art Institute. She specializes 
in visual storytelling through comics and illustration. Her work can be found online 
or in print locally and nationally. She works under the name of JUKEBOX 
COMIX and has been doing so since 2009. Her website is www.jukeboxcomix. 
blogspot.com. 



...to all the contributors for making the first 
issue of Undercurrent possible. We appreciate 
everyone who jumped into the project while the 
vision was still forming! 

And a special thanks to local cartoonist Darryl 
Woods for funding the printing for the first issue. 
Darryl 's financial contribution allowed us to focus 
on producing a first issue and postpone fundraising. 




Our next issue deadline is October 6, 2013. Submissions 
may be scanned or laid out digitally and sent to un- 
dercurrentkc@gmail.com in PDF, JPG, or TIFF format. 
Word and Open Office files also accepted. For detailed 
submission guidelines, please visit our web site at 
undercurrentkc . tumblr . com 




Everyone is welcome to stop by Undercurrent's zine- 
planning meetings. We invite you to observe our process. 
Collaboration possibilities with outside groups and new 
people are encouraged and embraced. 



Visit our web site at undercurrentkc.tumblr.com to view 
our current meeting schedule. 

Or contact our project manager directly at undercurrent - 
kc@gmail.com to begin a discussion. 



